Q                               MY    FATHER

Such openings as these or any others even remotely
indicating a knowledge of or interest in public affairs
would serve to establish a friendship that would last
until he got off the bus, out of the tube, or arrived
at the barber's shop or the House of Commons or
wherever it was he was going to. He would open his
heart and his mind and boom out his ideas with
enthusiasm and sincerity whether your subject was
politics, the dole, Gandhi, de Valcra, the leg-theory,
anti-vaccination, your wife's bad temper, the Loch
Ness Monster, or the vague obsessions and appre-
hensions of humanity at large. If you wanted to do
the talking yourself you would find him a grateful
listener, eager to learn your ideas and opinions, and
able to see your view of the picture almost as clearly
as you do yourself.

But at times you might detect a too thoughtful
look beneath those rugged brows indicating a mind
apt to go on with its own business when conversation
lacks sincerity or becomes boring. Beware of such
moments, for father is one of those rare and gifted
people, positively cut out for all-night sittings of
the mother of parliaments, who can get in a nap
between stations on the Underground, and make an
intelligent study of the advertisements at the stations
on the way* So if you must do the talking let it be
of the kind that will keep a live man awake,

In common with the very rich and the very poor
he has never mastered the art of shaving himself.
Any morning he may be seen quietly taking his way
along the Bow Road to one of the local "barber-